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side balustrade, Notre-Dame de Paris struck half-past nine
from the darkening island up the river.

THEY HAD FINISHED SUPPER in the Palace. They
had left the table for the drawing-room, and closed the doors
behind them. Even so, they could hardly talk above a whisper.

King Louis, who had not hunted for many months, and
seldom left the Palace, was thinking with pleasure of the open
road. His sister, Madame Elisabeth, thought of God, and
prayed for success on their venture. The Queen's thoughts
were on her children, who must soon be handed over to Axel's
care, an hour or more before their elders could join them and
the flight begin.

M. De Provence, her husband's brother, had had supper
with them, and was sitting with them now. It was as useless
as ever to try and guess his thoughts. He had not taken flight
with his brother D'Artois; he was to go to-night, disguised as
an English milord; he was to take a different road from the
King's, making, not for De BouHle's camp but for the frontier
and the greater safety of foreign parts. If to-night's venture
failed, if misfortune and death were to overtake his brother
and his little nephew, then M. De Provence might one day
return to Paris, when this mad Revolution had devoured itself,
to reign there as Louis XVIII. As he rose to take leave,
wishing his host every success, an enemy might have ques-
tioned the sincerity of his words.

The Queen had already slipped out of the room. With a
glance and a smile for Elisabeth, she was gone to her children's
nursery.

She hurried to the Dauphin's bed, and pulled aside the
curtains. It almost seemed a shame to wake him, so newly
gone to rest. He put up his little hands to shield his tightly-
closed eyes against the unexpected light, the intrusion of
grown-ups at this unheard-of hour. Marie-Antoinette bent
gently over him, kissed him, and began to whisper in his ear.
They were going away, she said, they were leaving this silly old
Palace, "for a place where there'll be lots of soldiers". He sat
up at that, pommelling his eyes with his fist: he asked for his